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building full of rubbish where an eighteenth-century
sacristy, vulgar and gaudy, is shown to the traveller as
the (chief sight' of the monastery, It is not really in
Granada at all that our delight lies, but in the hill of the
Alhambra, that hill of running waters, where the palace
of the Moors, sadly mutilated and spoiled, but still
exquisite though destroyed, rewards us for our difficult
journey hither.
It is impossible to express the strange sensuous impres-
sion that this burning city, surrounded by far-away snow
and full of the music of many waters, makes on one. You
seem ever to be wandering in a ruined, forsaken garden
where the only living things are the fountains that have
not yet been silenced, the flowers that have not yet had
time to die. As you stand at sunset on the ramparts by
the old * vermilion towers,'Torres Bermejas, the city at
your feet seems to be built of ivory, of ivory perhaps a
little tarnished, fragile and full of silence, about to be
overtaken by some new disaster. Far away the Alpu-
jarras, capped with snow, and the Sierra de Alhama rise
like an ardent and savage cry into the profound heaven ;
in the distance of evening you may even see the gorge of
Loja, the round mountain of Parapanda, * the barometer
of the Vega/ Beyond the valley of the Darro, rocky and
covered with gleaming stones and caves like old tombs,
rises the Albaicin, in whose holes the gipsies live; to the
right behind you lies the palace of the Alhambra and the
Generalife, and beyond these a little to the left over the
valley is the Sacro Monte and then San Miguel el Alto;
while far away to the west stretches the Vega, thirty
miles in length, * guarded like Eden by a wall of moun-
tains,' Below lies the dying city shining, now that the
sun has set, in the twilight, like an antique moonstone, im-
mense and almost spectral in its mystery. And as you
pass homeward through the cool woods where all night